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‘on'gunx Work, Circulars, Lotter
Book snd i ork, renlurs, Le
eads, Bill Heads, Canls and évery de<eription
:{'Jﬂh 'Work, executed with dispatch and in the
neatest style of the
Having an entire new outflt of Types,

anil Machinery, together with a foree of compe-
tent and skilfull workmen, we feel that our fa-
i T are second to those of no other establish-
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THE GARDEN OF MENMORY.

There is a garden which my memory knows,
A grand old garden of the days gone by,

W here lofty trees invite the hreeze,
And undorneath thesn blooms full many & rose,
Of rareste ordecp purple dye;

And there extend ns far 15 eye cap sée,

Dim vistas of cool greenery.

Quaint m“;}:iblc statues, clothed with vines and
Gleam gray and spectral *ld the folinge there:

Grimly they st on every b
Al rxﬂb ' s are smbothly ro
porders trimmed with constant, watch
care:

There Memory sits, and hears soft voices call
Above the plashing waterfall.

Old, faded bowers, with their rustic seats
OfF branches closely intertwined,
May there ba seen fhe walks hetween:
Within their shade the dove at noon retreats,
And gives her vad volce to the summer wind;
them bloom rich flowers, where all day

!
The w'lﬁ‘bee drones his dreamy song-.

T%mn:wm downward 0 » lnke,

ooF“h ripples kiss a pebhly shore:

All cool and deep the wateri sleep,

With nanght the calm of sheir repose to break
Save now and then the plashing of un oar,

Or the long train of diansond sparkles bright

Left by the wayward swallow's flight,

Within that 5nn1én Memory oft recalls
Gay

1
friends, who lived, and loved, and passed

away:
&t at mom upon the law
Anwd‘:ntgllmi in touplngu by the gnhen walls,
OE ;:“l.l:‘ ;nhem:nh thf maples g: 3
An e ours ayly us mig
wnw-Eur chivalry, Lr)
The youn maldens, each with silken net,
Chased ggrnarﬂiw that hung, on painted wings,
Above the bhods where popr}' -hends
Drooped heavily with morning
In recollection still their laughter rings,
And still I seem to see them sport among
statues gray, with vines o’erhung.

One salnted maiden I remember well,
And shall remember, though all else should

Her dreamy cyu.‘bér‘dﬁ!!é sighs,

Her golden hair in tangled curls that fell,
Her qneeu-ltllta bewtyl m{l..dn:nﬁsnnr ’:lmdék

And O, her swile, that played o ¢-nnd.se

With dimples on her ehin nnd cheek |

O Edith! often we have sat at res
me-mmmu‘:’n Lover’s HIlL,
‘When few, faint stars shone through the bars

oﬁl.ml vature’'s pulse seemed silently to thrill,

While Night came o’er the moorlands wide and

-,
dew-drops wet:

TOWD,
On dusky pinions sweeping down.

Long years have faded since those happy days,
Yet {t[l.l in memory are their joys emﬁvr!uul.
L ayeo'er Edith'sgrave; "
t& i e i g nintive 18ys3
Yet 1 feel her arme about me twined;

foat her tangled treswes in the hreeze;
Sefll git we "neath the maple trees.

Thus may It be, until 400 am gone!

ream of imtﬂr.nﬂ love!
And when -
Is 3 when'sil my Wen. mlL are done,

know tlLast in someé garden there, above,
My | Kdith wants o welcome ne
ML Ml N

TO-MORROW.
FARY JAMES T. BEARD.

To-morrow ! to-morrow ! how fast thou doest y!
From those who desire thy hours 0 embrace,
For yesterday left in their bosoms n sigh

Which naught but lo-morrow can ever effnce.

To-morrew ! to-moarrpw ! thy pnl.hlrlﬁ is strewn

With Y fowers, how rieh and how rare!

Yet mv!tam Feath them, they'so fuded and

ne!

In pﬁcuof he Merwers, we oft méet despair.

To-morrow! to-midrrow! fwift is thy flight!

As from time to eternity thom hurriest on;

Thy festures are last In the fortheoming nigh

While thy robes are yet tinged by the bright
MOTNing sun.

t4o-motrow! thongh rapid thy pace.
meﬂulrma thoun canst not rosist]
And w tre doth ¢lhsp thee in his cold embrace,
Then Time and to-morrow shall vease o exist.
But their death hath ﬁlvcn an eternity birth,
To live on forever, full of juy or of sorrow;
And those who have lived as they should upon

earth,
Shall tremble no more at the thonght of to,
WMOFIOw.

JUDITH,

OR

THE OFIERA BOX.

TRANSLATED kllz&[ ‘T.].I E FRENCH OF
EUGENE SCRIBE.
PAE M. LE BOBSET.

IT1.

The next morning, and the next again,
Judith opened her window at daybreak.
The Count’s carriage was always at the
door! It was evident that he sent it in
the same manner almost every night, and
she could not imagine the reason of such
a proceeding; as to asking him  for
an explanation; she ‘conld not hive ven-
tured on sueh presumption: for the world.
And, besides, she hardly ever saw him,
except on opera nights in a box on the
second tier, which he hid taken for the
season. He nevereame upon the stage;
he never again offered to eonduct her |
home. What, then, was to be done ¢

Luckily for her, her companion did |
him an injustice, and wccused him of
treating her ill.

She was delighted, for she had now an
excuse for writing to im ; 'and aceord-
ingly she indited an epistle, beseeching
him tocometo her apartments, It was
by no megpar‘_m easj' task to write a let-
ter, so it t poor Judith the whole day.
She begin' it over agdin, and made fifty
foul coplea before achieved one to her
mind. . One of these must have dropped
out of her bag; for
heard the young authors and others who
were free of the orchestra, laughing im-
moderately at an ill-spelt, ill-written
note, us they handed It about from one
to'the-other.! ' She ‘was' foreed to hear
their explosions of  merriment, their sa-
tirical remacks, and the resolution they
came to, to Insert the unsigned pote—
the author” of which wis luckily un-
known—in'one of the newspapers, as
model for the De Sevignes of the ballette.
‘What were the tarror and agony. of Juo-
dith, not at hearlug her letter turned into
ridicule, buf to think that the Count
would have the sume feelings of con-
tempt when he read the unfortunate
note, which she wonld have purchased
back again with her life. She was ac-
cordingly more desd shan alive, when on
the following, morning Arthur entered
her room. ;

“I am come, dedar Judith,—I'lost no
time when I received your letter;” and
that fatal, that horrible letter he held in
his hands—*YWhat 1s it you require”

’ at 1 réguire—Monsienr L’Comte ?
I don’t knaw how to tell it you—but the
letter—itself—since you have read it—if
indeed have been able to make it
ont—"

“Very easily, my denr girl,” replied
the Count with u slight smile,

“Ah!"” eried Judith in despair, “‘that
letter 18 ennuﬁt':“m ghow you thit I am
u poor girl, wi wtalent, without edu-
cution, who.is ashamesd of her iguorance
and wishes to remoyvait, But how am I
todo it? If you do not came to my as-
sistance—if yoh refuge to help me with
your adviee—with your support—’'

“What is it you wish "’

“Glve me masters, and yon will zee if
I am not Industrious, if I do not profit
by their lessons.”

“But when can they come to you?”’

“Any time—one thought keeps me
anxious by day and sleepless at night?”

“What thought ¥

“The thought of the gpinion you must
have of me—, you must despise me, and
look on me a8 unworthy your notice;
and you are right," she continued hur-
riedly, “I know how contemptible I am,
I know myself, gnd & wish, if possible,
to have no cause to blush for myself or
to be a disgrace to you.”

The Count lookeil at her with amnze-
ment, augd said—“1 shall do a5 you re-
quire; 'you shall havé any musters you
want.”

Next day Judith had a master to teach
her writing, and history, and geography.

You should have seen the ardor with
whiegh & e her stndjes:
and her n m.: u}ﬁlm?rﬂ]ﬂxel ) 'i.{*lll‘tléﬂu-
selves with incredible rapidity. At first
she liked it for Arthur's sake, and then she
liked it for lts own. It wns her pleas-
antest enjoyment, her conzolation under
ull her etips.  She snbmitted to the
fines for absence, in drder tostay at home
and devote herself to her books ull day.
Her companions said, “Judith has gone
mad—she will lose her engagemept
—she ¥ veby foollsh.® * * 4 -

But Judith worked the harder, saying,
1 shall make mypell worthy of him at

you

kn a8, So, W
T R e

L SIoad Shat strataned ativwart the WSt whgl does he bring me here?—what can

in the evening, she |!
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improve myself.” But, alas! he could | ““The Bishop of Paris” and was in these
see nothing of the kind ; for whenever he | terms;

came, Jm.lFt.h was so agitated, and stam- “Hﬁemﬁdle,—ynmfpﬂred ublic-
mered and hesitated so much, and became |'ly yesterday at the eries with my
s0 confused, thathe thought all the les- | nephew, Count Arthur de Varleols, and
sons were thrown away upon her. The | by nodling, put the finishing stroke to a
effect of the knowledge she had aequired | scandal, the consequences of which are

tomake her feel more bitterly how hualmfshh h, in punishment
sty for the sins of m Jush itted

stupid and ridiculous he must th her;
..;ur rendered her sl our ancient powers tobe diminished, we
more » have still en left to enable us to
hindered the display of her real senti-|punish audacity.. T therefore give
ments, 50 iInnocent and so tender;  and | you that if you do mot put a stop
Arthur as might be expected to any similar scandal, I have sufficient
seldom. Sometimes he ed a short [ credit with the  Lord Chamberlain to
time with her after the 3> but when | have dismissed from the opera. If,
twelve o’clock sounded he always took|on other hand, you give up my
his leave. She ventured to ask him— | nephew at once and forever, we offer
“When shall I see you?” you—for the motive will sanctify the

“I will tell you at the Opera, to-| means—two thousand lounis, and the ab-
morrow.”™ ; solution of all your sins,” ete., ete.
Bat how was this tobedone? He was| Judith was at first annfhilated at peru-

y®in his box on the second |sing that dreadful letter; but she soon

tier ;- and when he intended to visit her courage, and colleeting all her ener-
on ti:e followi morn.lnﬁ, he lifted his | gies, reg!::; tn the folk)wi.nﬁ::rds:
right hand to his ear, and that was as|  “My ,—You use me hly, and
much as to ¢ay, I will cometo the Rué de | yet T can declare before Giod and to you,
Provence. g that I have nothing for which to re-
And Judith wonld watch for him all | proach myself. *Pis so, I declare most
the day—she admitted nobody—not even | solemnly; and my lord, in this there
her aunt, that she ht have the pleas-|is no ; utable to me. Yes, my
ure of g wen lyuf)l:ﬁ;ulf. lor@, your n hcwh_is i:ﬁl::cenl:d?f“thtg

In spite reserve of .the 'rowyon to ; an
she hu%"ma‘ﬂe one discovery, tm jove be criminal in the sight of heaven,
was, that he had some sorrow that weigh- | it is & erime of which I am guilty, and
ed him down. What could the m in which Arthur is not an accomplice,
be? She could n ) “hersell ““Hear then, the resolution have

ve been so de- !
him. But

him, and yet she would taken.
lighted to share 1t - 4] ghall say to him—what I have never
was a happiness she did not dare to ventured to say to him for myself—but
for—and yet sheshared it, though she for you, my lord, I will take courage and
say tohim “Arthur, doyou love me?'—
And if—as I belleve, ag I fear—he shall
answer, ‘No, Jutlith, T 'do not love

is the matter, Judith?—have you
: then my lord, I shell obey you. I shail
myno_l.i

any
grief to vex you?—"" if she had md she
would have answered ‘‘yours!" . . .. s | separate ‘m him—T shall never
5 3

she muttered to herself in despair—*‘he | will thinktoo
loves anoth: .yesl he loves another! | an .ﬁgu s i

be his object? It is from no love for me; | latter is sufficient for one who resolves to
because if he Joved me—". Judith fixed | die, But if heaven, if my good angel, if
her ey hqrnans of my life shall lead him
tainly looked so young, so blooming, so | to ‘¥ love you, Judith,”—ah ! ’tis a sin-
begutiful, no wonder she remained sunk | fal T'am about tosay to you, and
ina révery. The door ef Her boudeir | you Mjmuyﬂr'your maledic-
wits opened ﬂnlckry; Arthur wdlked In | tions on head; mark me, m
—he had an air of troutle and chagrin, m:m 1o powér on earth thats
such as she had never seen before. - me from his—from sacri-
“Judith,”” he kald “dress ) Im- | ficing every tohim., 1will brave
mediately. You shall go with me to the | all, even your in tion; for after all,
Tuileries.” whatcan youdo? at monti{ou can take
“Is it posaible ¥’ 5] ooy oo | my life; and why should I hesitate to die
“Yes. The weather is ée.llghﬂ'ul; all | if I could only feel assured I have heen
Paris will be there.” beloved ? !
And will you take me there?’’ cried Tord, if thisletter should
Judith, en ;3 for the Count had | offend you. It is written by a poor glrl
never walked out with her, or given her | who is ignorant of the world and of her
his arm in publie. duty ; but hopes to find some mitigation
“To be sure I will take you there be-| of your anger in consideration of that ig-
fore the whole world I“<in‘the great ave- | nora e openness of her confession
nue,” said the Count, harriedly, walking | —and above all, in the profound respeect
about the room,—*Come , Madame | with which she has the honor to remain,
Bonnivet,” he added, guickly, to the old | ete., ete.,etc.”
aunt, who uc‘mihat .;:Ig;lent came in% “{gdlth aeu.lg;lﬂ t.hew}gtlter and sent it
“dress your neice as yl&-‘xmun; out consultin any one upon
and nhgw " be quick ™ the subject; and that moment, be-
Madame Bonnivet made preparations for ﬁ detarmined to know her fate, she
taking off the morni;f dress that Judith ted impatiently for the next visit of
wore; but she blushed and“madeé a aign | the Count. Shesaw him in his box, but
that Arthur was still in the room. he seemed sombre and preoccupied. He
“Tush, tush!” said the aunt, “are we | made no sign to her—he never looked
to be on such ceremony with Monslenr | near her. Atlast, on the following mt,
le Comte!” and without any fmore ado | he made the usual signal, and J h
she unlaced the gown, and it tumbled on | now felt certain that she should see ‘ him
the floor. , -, | inthe morning, and put an‘end to the
Judith did not know where to Jlook, or | state of suspense ] , which ehe
what to do, and was quite oppressed | felt was more intolerable than the worst
with shame. that eould befull her.
But, alus! her modesty was al ther | | Bat in the morning the chasseur of the
useless on this occasion. ur | Count made hisappearance with an apol-
never looked near her. abaorbed 2by | ogy from his master on the plea of busi-
oné iden that seemed to his ‘rage | ness of the utmost importance, and with
and lmllﬁnnuon, he traversed the apart- | an intimation; at the same time, that he
ment with great rapidity, and in one of | would come that t to supper. Tosup-
his turns threw down a little vase made | per! he who had always taken his leave
of shells, which broke into a thousand | seearly! The aunt seemed wonderfully
ieces, with the arran, and Ju-
“Oh! what a pity!Y exclaimed Judith, | dith remained sunk, in deep thought.
forgetting at that moment the state of | At eleven o'clock, the most elegant
her toilette, little supper that could he ured was
““Yes, indeed,” echoed the auni—*it |all ready by the zeal of Bonni-
cost, five hnu franes gt the lehst.”” 77 | vet. . As to Judith, she saw 'nnr.hinﬁ
LNot for that! not for that!” said Ju- | she heard nothing=—she expected:
dith—"but because it came from Aim—'" | the faculties of her soul weré absorbed
““Well, are you ready ¥ cried Arthur, |in that one idea. But eleven o'clock

impatiently, who had not heard a word umo—lml'tl:gw eleven—twelve, and no
Arthur. ‘The whole night elapsed; he

of their reflections about the vase,
“In a moment—aunt, my shawl; now | came not, and she ex still; and
my gloves.” ‘the next day passed, and the following
“And your mantle,” said Arﬂlm days, and yet Arthur came  not. . She
“‘you have forgotien it, and you will (heard ‘of him-—ehe saw him no
more, . What then was the meaning of

it cold,”

“Oh, no!" all this? what had beeome of him?
“Your hand is burniyg,” . said Mad- | . “Gentlemen,” said the little' no .
ame Bonnivet; “you ar. feverish, my |interrupting his narrative, *the eurtain
child; I don’t think you ouﬁht to go.” is just rising—after the next act.”

“I am well—quite well,"” said Judith, v

hurrying on—*let us go—let us nlfo: 1
‘would not stay at home for all the|| *“‘Gentlemen,” remarked M. Baraton,
world,”? irl when the third act of the Huguenots was
The carriage was at the door. They |concluded, ‘-'[mpme you are anxious
got in, and drove down the Boulevards— | to make out what happened tn onr
it noon~day— ther! And, to complete | friend young Arthur, and above all, to
the happiness of the elated Judith, she | discover who he is.”
saw two of her companions in the Rue| -“You should have begun with that,”
de Ia Paix, and bowed to them with the | paid L
ous condescension which extreme “] have g right to arrange my story
ppiness produces—two principal per- | gs I choose.””
formers who on that occasion were trudg- | **And, besides,” added the professor,
in lllum' on ‘mped % - ;nndm Mof 'nt be 'v&r{ critical n:::n:dha
e stop at e te o uet of a story at opera;
the Rue de Rivoli. Judith the | attends to it.” g Y
Count’s arm, and they promenaded in the | | ‘““A very lucky thing for the author of
principal allee, It wasa fete-day. All words, said little. m y with u
the rank and fashion of Parls hnd as-| bow to me; and satisfled with his . hint,
sembled ; the crowd was immense. went on with his account.
In a moment Arthur and his eompan-
fon were the objects of universal obser-
vation. They were both 2o handsome, it south. His mother, left o
was imposgible to avoid remarking them. | widow very young, hadnochild besides,
Every one turned round to look at them, | and was poorly provided for; but she
and ask ‘who they were, ‘| had a brother ‘who was immensely rich.
“"Pia the young Count Arthur de | This brother, Mon the Abbe de
Varleois.” Varleols, was one of the most influen-
““Are they married #” tial prelates atthe Courtof Louls X VIII.
Judith trembled at the q with a | and afterwards at that of Charles X.;
sensation of ure—and a at the | and we know very well what was thein-
game time—that she could not account | fluence that governed the kingdom, the
for. himself and even the army.
“No, indeed,” =aid a grand looking Emda-"nhou was of a cold and
lady, in a digdainful gsone—while she ghty fion, selfish and eevere,
bat an-excellent relation’ notwithstand-

raressed g little spaniel in her arms,
and was attended by two footmen in su- 3 for he was ' ambitions for h{gl:elf,
perb liveries—“Monsieur the Count is for . every -one that be k

himself with hig

not married; my lord, his uncle, won’t| to him. He
hear of It.” 5 nephews education, introduced him at
and- the restoration to his

. 'Count Arthur de Varleois is descended
Irmn a ‘ancient and distin, ed
family in

“Then who is that beautiful creature
with him? His sister perhapa " - | sister of soine portion of the property
“0, you wrong him, I assure you. She | thathad been confiscated during the em-
is his mistress—an opera girl. At least, Eﬂm 'The mother died blessing
I think I have heard go.” name of her brother and enjoinin
Luckily, Judith did not hear the old | Ber sonto'he obedient in sll things mh.lg
dowager’s remarks; for at that moment | unele. Asthur, who adored his mother,
the Baron de Blangi, who walked behind | swore obedience to her injunetions when
them, =aid to his brother the Chevalier— | she was dying; and it was the more éasy
P little Judith.” for him to rm his oath, from the eir-
“What! the girl Arthur issofond of "’ | cumstance that, from his earllest years,
“He has gone mad about her—he | he had alwaysbeen accustomed to receive
ruins himself.” his uncle’s commands with the most un-
“He is quite right,” replied the cheva- | hesltating submission.
lier, ““who wonld not do the same ¥ How Sednte, quiet and bashful, yet full of
beautiful she is!” ’ courage ant generosity, Arthur had a
“Take care; you’ll full In love with | strong inclination for a military life:
her—"" ly fortheuniform and the nepulettes ;
“I'm that already, ut prineipslly, perhaps, becanse in the
see her close.” ; palace of his unecle e =aw nothing but
“If the crowd WiII let us'*" and cassocks., He wventured one
And the crowd that kept following her, ¥, but with great shyness, tomake his
went on making remarks of the same [ uncle sequainted with his wishes; butthe
kind, and Arthur heard them. For the m knit his brows, and answered,
first time he looked at Judith, ss she v and decidedly, that he had other
seryed to be looked "at, and, was aston~| views for him.
ished to find her so beautiful; The walk,| The Abbede Varleois liad been advanc-
the company, and above all, the con-|ed toa bishopric, and hej for more.
selousness of belng admired, had given | He had a good chance for the hat of a car-
her cheeks and eyes an unusual glow ;| dinal; and he was desirous of making his
and then she was sixteen years old, and nephew share in his good fortune, and
loved, and fancied, for the first time, that | felt sure of belng able tosecure him the
she was loved in return; and these are | highest dignities of the chureh. Inshort,
admirable reasons for looking one's best. | the church was at that time the surest
The sensation created by her appearance | avenue to wenlth and honor.  Arthar
was immense; but when she saw the | did not dare to openly resist the terriblé
lTk of admiration that Arthur fixed on | asscendency’of his uncle, but he secretly
her, all her triumph sank into insignif- | vowed l.hns'ge would never be a ‘bishop.
itance, the praises of the crowd were | The king in the mean time, hud, been
I'ur;iutu-n, and she went home that day | spoken to on the subject, and had ex-
exclaiming—“What a happy girl I am!" | pressed his warmest approbation. Ar-
Next morning, Jud recelved two | thur was toenter the seminary in a few
letters, The first was a carte blanche, | months as & matter of form, to take or-
from the Buron de Blangi, She threw it | ders, and go through the lower offices to
into the five and forgot it in ® momeént. | the highest dignities of his new profes-
The second bore a signature which | slon as rapidly as possible. He remem-
Judith 'read over twice, as she could | bered the promise he had given to his
hardly believe her eyes; but she could | mother, and besides, everybody wounld

Come and let us

last : he will see what efforts 1| make to

not doubt the reality. Tt was signed | have accused him of ingratitude if he ran

directly counter to the wishes of his
uncle; nni;;hedeﬂ;ierefore did nt:ultl dare
to oppose hi 18 openly, he en-
danvcyred to find ogl.:t ﬁol;fe Jtrm:tlmcl of
forcing the bishop to resign them of his
own accord. He ecould think of no
better means to effecthis pu than
some good dashing seandal, that
might render him nnworthy of the vene-
rable ession into which they tried to
foree t his will,

But this was not 5o easy a matter as
might be supposed. Whether it rose
from Arthur,s natural ition or
from his education, he h a fund of
meoral feeling that prevented him from
being a libertine; and Arthur took as
much pains to make himself a rakeas
might have sufficed to make him a bishop.
But he had a number of friends who
introduced him to their iguyeﬁes. The
racketing and sprees of his companijons
were insipid and disgusting; and he
turned his attention to the ladies of the
Court, as a better means of gaining what
he wished. Butthe ladies of that court
avoided the slightest appearance of im-
Bt & amything Dogoud mppesrance;

slike to anythi yond appearance,
and a glearing unmistakable im-
propriety was all that Arthur desired.

A ray of light broke in upon his de-
spair when one of his friends said to him ?

“Take an girl for your mistress;
averybodr ill know it.”’
ln;w‘mh } J&mtlaimui Arthu.rl.,hﬂuah—

with in on,at the mere thought
of such a proceeding; “I mix mysel.tgt?p
with sueh a set!”

‘““You need have nothing to do with
them. These matters mel.s.ly arranged.
The eclat of a mistress is all you require,
Take one; yon may do as like after-

you
! | ' wards, but your point will be gained at

once.’’
“Well, I consent.” -
You know already how the matter
between Arthur and the aunt.
Measures were taken to have the bishop
informed of the scandal. He took nono-
tice. He was told that every night his
nephew’s was seen in the Rue
de vence; and Arthur hoped every
day for a blow-up with his benefactor,
when he had resolved to throw all the
blame on an uncontrollable passion which
rendered him unworthy of the sacred of-
flece—and he could by no means account
for his uncle’s sang froid and placid for-
bearance. It was the calm that preceeds
the storm.
One morning his lordship said to him:
‘“T'he king has been displeased with you
for-some time. I know not wherefore.”
] guess the reazon,” replied the neph-
ew.
“J have no wish to know it, sir. His
majesty has deigned to overlook it, but
Insists on your entering the seminary in
two days.”
“I!uncle? Imp—"
“They ure the kEE‘.q orders, and your
objections must be made to him, not to
me,” said the prelate haughtily, and
turned away,
Arthur, almost out of his senses with
rage, hurried off to Judith,—took her to
the Tuileries—paraded her as his mis-
tress before all the world, on the very
evening before he was to start for the
seminary, This time it was impossible
to pretend ignorance of so glaring a
scandal, or to think of forcing the hero
of it into the church—at any rate for a
long time. The bishop wrote the letter
I have repeated to you, to Judith, and
the king sent an order to the Count to
leaye Paris within twenty-four hours. It
was impossible to disobey. Luckily, he
wias uainted with one of the sons of
M. de armont, and went off on the
following night with the expedition to
Algiers.
“Since the choice of the place of m
exile,” he ssid, “is left «to me, I s
choose one where glory iz to be gained.”
He went off at hit '?:Lh the utmost
secrecy, for all his motions were watched
and if they had suspected his destinuation
he was afraid they would have hindered
his departure. He wrote a few lines to
Judith, to tell her he was only absent a
few days; but that note, insignificant as
it. was, was intercepted, and mnever
reached her. The bishop had t in-
terest with the police. A week after-
wards Arthur wasat sea. On the twen-
tieth day he disembarked in Africa, was
one of the first at the storming of the
fort, and was wounded at the side of his
gallant friend, young Bourmont, who
was killed at the moment of victory.
Arthur was for a long time in danger,
For two months his. life was deﬂpagsad
of ; and when he recovered, his fortune,
his hopes; and those of his uncle, had all
disappeared, in three days, with the
monarchy of Charles X,
‘‘But gentlemen,’’ gaid the little notary
“the curtain is again rising and we must
wait until the next act is over, then—"
[TO BE CONTINUED. ]

THE SHADE OF ST. HELENA.

BY ANGUS LAMONT.
“Little oui oui,” wrote Josephine to
Hortense de Beanharnais, little dream-
ing that the child with the rosy cheeks
should one day touch the mantle of the
man of destiny, and like him lay a shiv-
ered scepter at the feet of England.,

What 2 sermon on human life does
this man’s history present. Whata chap-
ter on that “‘va ambition which
overleaps itself, and falls on others.”
But yesterday an Emperor, to<day a ci-
pher. The great Napoleon's fall was no-
ble, Far away from the clang of arms
and the pomp of courts, men trembled
at his name, Alone, within the sea-girt
walls of his jsland-prison, we picture
that marvellous face, with itz sublimity
of thought, and faney that well-known
form, pacing the shore with moody brow
and folded ds, listening to the mur-
mur of the waves, and brooding over
faithless friends and the glories of Maren-
ﬁo. We can sympathize withythe caged

on, and almost echo his sullen growls
against perfidious Albion. At least we
twine around him  the mantel of ro-
mance, and stand uncovered in the pres-
ence of the ‘Head of the Army.’ Butover
the man of Chiselhurst we wreath no
gaudy chaplet. Had he stepped forth
amidst a shower of Hullets, or bared his
breast, like the ill-fated but gallant Maxi-
milian—had he fallen in fact for France,
then might he have tonched the summit
of his greatness, and the pen of history
have gilded his crimes amdl remembered
his undoubted talents. But now what i=
there left, but the mockery of a fallen em-

ire, the casket without one single gem.
‘We can coneceive no more abject picture
than the sphynx of modern Europe
stripped of his vastly overrated cunning,
cursed from the reeking blood-pits of
Franee, pitied by English cockneydom,
and her! the Empress! the fashionest!
wiap led the vangunrd of imperial pleas-
wr'®, stands she like Josephine, regle in
the smile of Christian resignation, or
stoops she in peevish isolation from a
glittering court, pallid without the rouge
—the sgkeleton of fushion—a queen of
shreds and patches?

Strange as it may appear, notwith-
standing the humilintion of the present
Empeéror, romunce still clings to the
name of the Corsican. Kings may full,
and republics pass awny. Amidst the
beartrending scenes of brutalized com-
munism, notwithstanding the despotie
sngacity of Thiers, and the awakening
dawn of mouarchy, there comes from
the analogy of the pasta prophetic mur-
mur that a Buonaparte must, some day,
sooner or later, march in trinmph past
the renovated column of Vendome.
Who is the comlnF man  remaing of
course a mystery, ‘I'he finger of destiny
would point to the youthful prince,
although the fate of the King of Rome
holds but a sorrowful precedent for the
son of the Empire.

The temper of France is the temper of
the hour. The uational heart bheats in
sympathy, but with two springs of nction
—In bagatelle—le gloire.  While the first
Napoleon dazzled them with conquering
ntrl‘t,!‘:?s, the shadow touched the other
chord, The days of monarchy are over.

They died with Mirabean. A republic

diately
‘Here {m

at the present time is a moralimpossibili-
tv. For the successful exiztanceof a re-
public there must be united the nervous
pulse of action with the safety wvalve of
solid refleetion. France possesses the
one but not the other. Without an en-
tire change of nature she can never be-
come a republic. Had the United States
not possessed a dash of the Parisian with
the sober after-thought of the Anglo-
Saxon, she would mnever have stood as
she does to-day—the successful cham-
pion of self-government. on has
also much to do with the overthrow of
despotic power. The exile of St. Helena
said, *‘Religious ideas have more influ-
**emce than certain narrow-minded phil-
“‘ososophers are willing to believe,
“They are capable of rendering great
“service to humanity.” That France as
a nation under the present state of reli-
gious feeling, ean ever be truly hsppy,
we doubt. She may be happy as
Rome is happy. Without perfect re-
ligious freedom and I of conscience,
there can be but little social peace. With-
out social peace there ean be no political
stability. We have no hesitation there-
fore in asserting that until the day when
the fetter shall fall from the souls of
Frenchmen, a Buons is the only
power which can hold its own for any
length of time: and until the words of
Hyucinthe ghall havebecome law, and
the Bible found its way into the chimney
corner of every Frenc{x home, there can
exist for her but litile rest, or little solid
peace, y

TWO TRAGEDIES IN ROMAN HIS-
TORY.

BY E. P BRANCH.

Amo:ﬁ the illustrious names which
the annals of ancient Rome have brought
to our notice, none, perhaps, are more
conspicuous those

and Pompeiuns, "or “Pompey. the Great,”
The latter represented the cian or
ruling class of the City, while the form-
er was the acknowledged champion of the
plebian or revolutionary element in Ro-
man soclety. The life and character of
each represents in its most perfect type
the elass to which he belonged; Pom-
peius  proud, haughty and —
Cgesur, ambitious, energetic and aspir-
ing. Each rose like a brilliant meteor in
the political sky of the empire, and as
suddenly disappeared in darkness and
blood. The tragic fate which befell these

eminent rivals is worthy of remembrance | iy

a8 & summary
justice.

Pompey had already reached the sum-
mit of fame and power—having made
himself the foremost nian in Rome—when
he beheld with jealous and evil forebod-
ill%.:‘]!lle rapid progress which Casar was
muking towards an egual position. It
has been said of the two chiefs that
“Cgsar could brook no superior, and
Pompey no egual.””

The iemlcr of the oligarchy cunningiy
conceived the plan of making Csesar’'s
interests identical with his own, hoping
thereby to exercise a controlling influ-
ence over the career of the young ora-
tor. From this policy arose eventually
the first trinmvirate—consisting of Pom-
pey, Cmsar and Crassus., The T Was
one of the most influential of the Ro-
man Senatofs, but lacked the ability and
energy of hizs two confederates, ‘or a
time these three men held absolute sway
over the government of the Republic.
But each was jealous of the others, and
entertained the hope of being able in the
end to trample them under his feef. .

In the 895th year after the foundation
of the city Cresar was elected Consul.
He was at this time forfy-one years old,
and had already held the rtant offices
of Praetor, Quaestor and Grand Poutiff.
The office to which he was now elected
was the highest within the gift of the
people, It was only held for a year, and
at its close the retiring Consul—in accor-
dance with an ancient custom of the Re-
public—received the command of an im-
portant province of the Roman Govern-
ment. To Cesar were allotted the Gaul-

example of retributive

‘izl Provinces,

Ra.vi_n{; collected an army he imme-
eft the city for his command.
spent five years in a series ofal-
most uninterrup! triumphs over his
Ganlish and German enemies—many of
his - victories being won on the very

ound for which shal McMahon and
the Crown Prince of Prussia have been
contending with such wonderful tenaci
and with such a terrible sacrifice of life
and treasure. At the end of thisjtime he
found himself at the head of a large and
thoroughly drilled army of veterans who
almost worshiplped their commander, and
were ready to follow where he chose to
lead them

Meantime the breach between the
friends of Pompey and Casar, at Rome,
had grown constantly wider, until it
was evident that a single overt act on the

rt of either would kindle the smoulder-
ng fire of acivil revelution. The nobles
ﬂnnllj- lighted the toreh. They passed a
bill depriving of his command
and otherwise serlously affecting his in-
terests. The decision of the Gaulish con-
guerer was soon made. When apprised of
the determination to which the Senate
had arrived, relieving him of his com-
mand, he laid his hand on his sword and
exclaimed, *This, then, shall keep it,””

Tuking up the line of march s0on
arrived at the Rubicon, 2 small stream
which divided Rome from the Provin-
ces. For the Governor of a Provinee to
cross the Rubicon with his army was
equivalent to a declaration of war. Tradi-
tion tells us that when Casar arrived at
the stream he hesitated and  said
to fthose around him “Esen  now
we may return. If we cross ghe
bridge arms must decide the con«|
test. At that moment there sudden-
Iy appeared the figure of a handsome
yvouth playing on a flute, the emblem. of

ace und security. Shepherds and sol-
Eiers athered around him, when sud-
deunly he snatched a trumpet from. one
of the band, rushed to the bank of the
river, and blowing a blast of martial mu-
siv, leaped iuto the water and disa
on the opposite shore. “Let us advance”’
exclaimed Casar, ““where the Gods di-
rect and our enemies invite us.  Be the
die cast,”

On the 25th of November B. C.50 the
storm of war which had long been threat-
ening to overthrow the power of the
oligarchy, burst over their heads. Hence-
forth all peaceful measures were at an
end.

Two years of civil war, fraunght, with

all its attendant evils—blood, carnage,
and death—followed. Then the two
connmanders—Pompey and Cxsar—with
their respective urmies, met upon tne fi-
ted field of Phorsalie for a decisive con-
flict. The battle was long and terrible.
"Thousands of brave men saw their life's
blood staining the green torf around
them, without even knowing for what
they were slying., The setting sun wit-
nessed the complete rout of the Pomn-
peinn forces. Pompey himself was com-
welled to tnke refuge in flight,  Hasten-
ng to the sea-coast he embarked  with a
few friends in o small merchant  vessel,
Here he held a sort of council of war nud
after deliberation decided to retire into
Egypt and throw himself on the meroy
of itsking.,  Arrived off Alexandria he
sent o messiage to, the young monarch,
asking  the favor of a hospitable
reception.  'he king and his min-
isters  were  thereby, thrown into
a difficult  quandary. They were
afraid to receive Pompey on account of
the vengeance of Cmsar; and they dare
not refuse him through fear that he
might sometime recover his lost fortunes,
and then wreak vengeance in his turn.
They finally decided to felgn complinnce
with his request until they had allured
him to the land, and then put him out of
the way by treachery.

An offfcer was accordingly dispatched
with a few attendants In a smuall t, to
hri"ﬁ the fallen chief to the shore. Upon
reaching the vessel he cordially tendered
to Pompey the hospitalities of his gov-
ernment.  The smallness of the hoat and

escort ereated some surprise nnd suspic-

- the rualer of

. Evéry man abmed to advsnce

ipn in the minds of his friends, but Pom-

pey had noalternative but to accept the | than

proposition. leave of his wife
who had mug?rngnmd him, he descended
into theboat. The from the ves-
sel o the shore was made in profound si-
lence. Pal.;:l;ey was engaged in stud;

& speech which he had p in-
tended delivering when he should be
ushered into the royal presence. , But
anotber monarch was awaiting the chigf
with whom his eloguence would beof né
avail. He wasabout to be ushered into
the angust and dreaded presence of the
‘King of Terrors.” g

The boat reached the shore. Pompey
had taken the hand of an attendant to
enable brim to rize, when he was struck
from behind with a sword. Perceiving
at once the fate which awaited him, he
drew his ﬁn over hishead and fell mor-
tally wou . The head was immedi-
a:.cael‘{‘!'s veréd from the body, and the
lifeless trunk thrown into thesurf.,

A thick %Ioomy night was
down upon the waters. The boats o
the E tains had retired into the harbor.
‘The Homan vessgels standing out to sea—
loomed through the migt" huge speéc-
ters. Not a single sound broke the si-
lence except-the monotonous war of the
surf as it broke tpon the sandy beach.
The deserted coast—harren of life—was
strewn with wreeks and reminders
rather of death. i .

A faithtul slave, who had followed the
fortunes of his mastar %o the . bitter end,
drew the body from the water, and con-
structing a funeral pyre from the wreeks
which surrounded z.u:n » burned thereon
the remains of his master.

Thus the great Congqueror of the East,
the general who onc¢e made the vain
boast that by  stamping with  his foot he
could raise legions from the soil of Italy,
senate and the pride of
the . Roman oligarchy, falls at Ilast,
treacherously murdered upon n furelﬁx;
coast. with only a single slave to pull
headless body upon lomely beach.
When the mangled head was brought to
Ceesar he' tarned away in herror, and
caused it to be burned with the costliest
spices, and the ashes ed in a
shrine which he erected to the avenging
Nemesis, i

Henceforth the Eﬂl of the Dictator
WAas Al €a5¥ one, a series of rapid
victories, from one of which he is said to
have' sent the eelebrated message—oveni,
vidi, wici,—he retunrned to Rome. He
had now apparently no adversary to fear.
is greatest opponent was a mere hand-
ful of asheson the other shore of the
Mediterunean. He celebrated four differ-
ent tr!iumlil:ls. a0 pr
were hea n him from
He was crcat;(?ﬂ
and received the ap;)ellﬂﬁbn of “‘The
father of his country.”

Never before had such homage been
paid to a Roman citizen. He nndertook
an entire reformation in the system of
government. He repealed unjust statutes
and caused new laws to be enacted for
the relief of the suffering clasfes.

For three years he held with a firm
hand the rudder of them:s}l;:? of state.
But his position wasa p ous one.
The old nobles were his avowed enemies,
Many of his most trusted friends were
jealous of his position and rand
were Teady o endorse any project for de-
priving him of them. ‘At o CouEpir-
acy was formed to take his life. e
authors of the plot were men whom
Cwmsar had loaded with some of the high-
est honors it was in his power to bestow.
Their plans were well laid and promptly
executed. On the second of March, less
than four years after the death of Pom-
pey—the tragedy was consummated. On
this day the Senate was to be convened,
and’ Cgsar would preside over their de-
liberations. The conspirators gathered
at the door and awaited his arrival. As
he entered the hall they closed thickly
around him apparently fo escort him to
his chair. - As soon as he was seated one

gides.

“of .their number approached witha pe-

tition for the pardon of his brother, who
had been banished for some state offense.
With marder ‘in their hearts, such’' emi-
nent citizens 18 Brutus and Cassius uni-
ted their supplications, and even like}lu-
das, embraced his neck in their pretend-
ed esﬁil:ness. A cloak was then pulled
over his arms and a dagger aimed at his
breast. But the murderous arm -was \un-

stew.ly', and a slight wound was the only

result. Cwmsar defended himself for a
moment, but when he found the num-
ber of his assailants, and saw among
them some of his most trusted friends,
including even Brutus himself, titiering
the wordse; “E¢ tu, Brute,'" like Pompey
he drew his cloak around him; and re-
signed himself to hisfate. 'The assassing
had all taken an oath to bathe their i
E:rs in his blood, and faithfully did they
ep their pledge. The Dictator stag-
gered a few paces—literally held up by
w blows from the daggers—and then
fell dead at the foot of a statue eregted
to the memory of his greatest opponent.

The fate of Pompey was avenged.
tributive justice had done its perfect
work.  Both Caesar and Poempey had
sacrificed thousands of lives and millions
of treasures to further their own personsl
fims, and their lives had now paid the
forfeit. Who shall say that their punish-
ment was too t? Who shall say that
the man who . recently brought two
nations into conflict  with 'éach other,
until the Mense and the Rhine run down’
to the sea crimsoned with the blood of
his viotims, and a ery of agony is going
n ﬁoit.housn_nds of hedrts to the Or-
phans father and the widows God, does
not deserve to explate so great a crime
with his own life? It is fearful to con-
template the state of min society
isted after the death of Csesar.

Posslblv. value was attached
human Hfe. Intrigue and corrup-

n rotted away the very founda-
tion of the Government. Bribery, that
bane of political Tife, was resorted’ to by
every one, and the most sacred office was
not exempt from its withering influence,
own
interests, regurdless of the rights of his
neighbors, The longest purse could
command the most yotes, Anarchy,
confusion and mob law reigned supreme.
It needed the firm unyielding will, and
the exhaunstless energy of & Cmsar to
bring order out of this chaotic state and
reorganize the whole body ﬁmllllc.

The nobles were struggling to main-
tain the old monarchial svstem of goy-
ernment.  ¥or this purpose they saeri-
ficetl Cwesar; but his  death brought
them no relief, aud only served to hasten
the downtall ef their crambling institu-
tions.

Although his murderers escaped pun-
ishment for this act, their triumph was
short. Some committed suicide, others
were murdered  or fell in battle,
Pompey's assassing were  scarcely less
fortunate, nedarly all perishing by vielent
denths,

“Nic semper lyrannis,”

——— -
MATURE SIRENS.

Nothing 12 more incomprehensible to
g]'irls than the love and admiration someé-
times given to middle aged women. They
eannot understand it3 and nothing but
experience will ever make them under-
stand it.  In their eyves, a wommn is out
of the pale of personal affection altogether
when she has onee lost that shining gloss
of youth, that exquisite freshness of skin
and mlrplﬂmas of Iimh, which to them,
in the insolent plentitude of thelr unfad-
ed beauty, constitute the chief claims to
admiration of their sex.  And yet they
cannot conceal from themselves that the
belle of is often deserted for the
woman of forty, and ‘that the patent
witchery of their own yonth and pretti-
ness goes for nothing (against the myste-
rious charms of a mature siren, at
can they say to such an anomaly ? There
is no good in gnlnF about the world dis-
dalnfully wondering how on earth a man
conld eéver Kave taken up with such an
antiguated creature—suggestively asking
thelr male friends what could he sce in
a womian of her age, old énough to he
theirmother? There the fact stands, and
facts are stubborn things,  The ¢ligible

»| ned as a rhinoceros she would fi

Honors and emoluments:

Dictator for ten years,

dug-1 corrected

suitor who has been coveted by more
one golden-haired girl has
4 Woman ears her senior, an
the middle ren has actually carried
off the prize which nymphs in their teens
have frantically desired to win, What is
the secret? How is it done? The world,
even of silly girls, has got past any belief
in spelis and talismane, sugch as Charle-
's mistress wore, and yet the man’'s
fascination seems to them guite as mirae-
ulous and almost as unholy a8 ifit had
Sty v it g o
' any power 'y
. would understand the diablerie of the ma-
ture sirens clearly enough, for it is not o
difficult to understand when one puts
one’smind to it.

In the first place, & woman of ripe a
has a know. of the world, and a ongr.:
tain suavity of mammer and a moral flexi-
bility, wholly wanting to the young.
Youn%glrh are for the most part.all an-
gles—harsh i‘nﬂndrgudgemm, stiff in
their prejudices, an
sym . | They are full of combative-
ness and self-assertion if they are of one
kind of young wle, or they are stupid
and shy if they to another kind.
They are talkative nothing to say,
and positive with nothing well and ¥
kuown; or they are duminies who stam-
‘meroui Yes and No at random, und
whose brain becomes hopelessly confus-
e o gy i
They are v ont 3
want of expérience making them hard
- toward sorrows which they scarcely un-
Soraali eAmit IghorAL 0f the e iy
eertain orant e )
“infliot. TI;: gnl‘_nmo\m onfrtlcle in ght'?:

Times on e cmglti youn o
gwa‘apoc of Cons - Kent’s con on,
gh absurdly exs; yhad in it
the core of truth which gives the sting to
such papers, which makes them & o
and which is the real cause of the
outery’ they create, Girls ‘are eruel;
there i5 no question about it. If more
passive than active, they are shnply in-
different to the sufferings of others; if of
lm&reuc{.ivem ol e
positive pleasure in giving pain. T
Willl say fthe ‘most. c thingé. to b
dearest friend, and then laugh at her be-
cause she cries.
she will hurt an® humiliate if she can;
while as for any unforttinate aspirant
not approved of, were he as h-skin-
means
o make him winee. . Butall this ascerb-
ity is toned down in the mature woman.
ce bas enl her sympathies
knowl of' s L
Jer heart to sufferings of others. Her
lessons of life, too, have taught her tact;
and tact is one of the most valuable les-
soné that & man or woman can learn.
She sees at a glance where are the weak
points and soretﬂl.wos in her companion,
and she avoids them ; or if she passes ov-
er them, itis with a hand so soft and
tender, a touch so inexpressibly soothin
that she calmms instead of irritating.
girl would have come down u the
weak plage heavily, and w have
torn the bandage off the sore ones, jest-
lnrauscar hecause she herself had never
felt & wound, and deriding the sybar
tism of diachlyon because ignorant
the anguish it conceals.  Then
ture siren is thonghtful for others. Girls
are self asserting and esgive. Life
is strong in  them, stinet, which
prompts them to try their st:m% with
all comers, and  to get the best of every-
thing everywhere, is so irrepressible,
that they dre ofien dmsblc because
af their lnsﬁmi;lo t.he ness, and t.:aﬁ
craving natural young, taking
and giving back nothing. gut. the ma-~
tare siren knows better than this, She
knows. that soeial success depends en-
tirely on. what esch of us can throw into
the common fund of society; that the
surest way to be comsidered ourselves is
to be for.::.ihm ll‘ that sym
begets . - self-supp on
ﬂistoexaltsﬁan; and that if we want
to gain love we mus tishow how well
we can give it. Her tact, then, and her
sympathy, her moral ﬂe::ibhuy and
quick comprehension of character, her
readiness to give herself to others are
someof the reasous, um others, why
the society of & cultiv. agreeable wo-
man of & certain age is sought by those
men to whom women are more than mere
' mistresses or toys.
conversationalist, She has no preten-
tions to any special or deep lesrning—for
if pedantic she is spoilt as & siven at any
but she knows a little  about most
ngs; at all events, she knows enough
to make her a pleasant companion, and
‘able to keep np the ball when thrown.
‘And men like to talk to intelligent wo-
men, They do not like to be taught or
y them, but they like that
quick, sympathetic intellect which fol-
lows them readily, and that amount of
know which makes a comfortable
cushion for their own. And a mature
siren who knows what she is about would
II-BP;:;‘- do 'more than this, even if she
could.

/Though the mature siren rests her
claim to' admiration on more than per-
sonal charms, and appesls to somethin,
bevond the senses, yeét she is personable
and well preserved, 'and  in a favorable
light, looks nearly 48 young as ever: So
the men say who knew her when she
was twenty, 'who loved her then,-‘and
who have gone on loving lier, with & dif-
ference, despite the twenty z_enrs that ite
between this and then. Girls, Indeed,
despise her charms because she is no
longer youtl'iﬁ' and yet she may be even
mnie beau 1 than youth. BShe knows
all the little nicéties of dress, and with-
out going into the wvulgar trickery of

int and dies—which would make her

deous—ig up to the best artsof the toilet
by which every point is made to tell, and
every minor beauty is given its fullest
value. For of the art and mystery
of sirenhood is an accurate perception of
times and conditions, and a careful avold-
ance of that swmicidal mistake of which
la femine passe is 8o often guilty—namely,
setting herself in confessed rivalry with
the yoang by trying to look like them,
and so losing the of what she has
retsined, and showing the ravages of
time by the contrast. . The mature siren
is wiser than this.. She knows exactly
what she has and what she can do, and
before all things avolds whatever seems
too youthful for her years; and this is one
reason why ghe is always beautiful, be-
cause always in harmony. Besides, she
has very many points, ‘many posi-
tive charms still left. ~Her figure is still

pod—not slim and  sléender, certatuly,

lm: ml;m} and soft, nnl:i \;!ﬂ; that slo'\]\ier,
riper; lnzier grace which Is somethin
quite different from the anm]opo-]lkg
clasticity of youth, and in its own wity as
lovely.  If her hair has lost its malden
luxuriance she makes up with erafty ar-
rangements of lace, which are almosat as
Illt‘l'«ul‘ﬂsqll!! as the' fashionable wisp of
wmy-like ends tumbling half way to the
walst.  8he has still her white and sha
Iy hands, with their pink, filbert-like
nails 3 6till her pleazant sinile and square
smiall teeth; her eyes are bright yet, and
if the upper muscles are a little shrunk,
the consequent & nt enlargement of
the orbit only maked them more expres-
sive; her lips are not yet withered, her
skin iz riot wrinkled. Undeniably, when
well dressed and In a favorable light, the
mature siren is as beantifal in her own
way as the girlish belle, and the world
knows it and acknowledges it.

That mature sirens can be passionately
loved even when véry wmature, history
ﬁlvca us more than one example ; and the

rat name that natucally occiirs te one’s
mind as the ty]s‘c of thisis that one of
the too famous Ninon de 1'Encles. And
Ninon, if a trifle cal, was yet a fuct
and an example, But not going quite to
Ninon's age, wo often see women of forty
and upward who are nally charm-
Ing, and whom men love with as much
warmth  and tenderness as if they
were In the heyda of life—
women  who count {Jmﬁ- admirers b
dozens, and who end by making asuper
marringe and guite an Indian summer of
romance and happiness, The young
laugh at this idea of the Indian snmmer

ent, they find a |

Even her own mother

ering has so I

of
the ma- |

for neither romance nor happ
‘ther love nor mental 5

person lov:

siren can be adored her own con-

She knows the world.
comes+ with' all the

. . Accepts such
floats to the top w!thﬁgttslooklng
into the cup and

when she have ed to,
Men feel safe; with her, If.
cntered on a tender friepdahip wi
they know that there
no tears, no ap
orable fate comes in to end their
ant little drama, with the
wife as the. scen

friend, that she is

cepts

ladies would fall into hysterics and
perhaps

aged woman

best friemd of the new

| and who

would gcorn to be j

' siren, howmr
not likely to come before a youn
in'the heart of a young husband.

of
diculous an
arra
that & youth is nerally

to make his rst  love of
| married woman many years his eld
and s mature giren finds her last love
4 youth. We have not come to this

vertainly hopeless, yet

and it 1s to be hoped that we ne
| come to it. Mature sirens arve all

women

would be very different

and b]i%'ll:
they are now they
to the world.
th en where

of autumn come on;j
in themselves the advuntares
tinet epochs, and wi

- aleo the | pmains,
come . by experience and
They keep.

alone could not do; and no

}het-one to the rest, and prevent

make them in good

to them, and the

which they bear with them. Even the

very girls who hate them flercel

vals, - love them passing well as half ma-

ternal, half sisterly companions: and the

first person to whom they would. carry

ll_:{l;}l;{rsorrpga wottxl!d_ be a n:mt'urer h;l:ien,
te capable on her own part o

caused them. Itwould be hard, lndartlf,

if the logs of youth did not bring with it

some compensation; but the mature si-

ren suffers less than any other kind of

woman. Indeed, she seems to have a

private elixir of her own which is not yet

drained dry when she dies;, beloved and

re; at threescore years and ten;

£ | leaving behind her one or two old friends

who were once her ardent lovers, and
who still cherish her m a8 that of
the finest and most fascina Woman
they ever knew—something which the
present generation isutterly incapable of

repeating.

PRESIDENT WOOLSEY.

—

Last Thursday concluded the adminis-
tration of Theodore Dwight Woolsey,
Presidentof Yale College. For twenty-
five years Dr. Woolsey has presided over
the destinies of an institution of learning
which has exerted for nearly two centu-
ries a most  powerful influence for good
upon the men of ourland. = His adminis-
tration has been by far the most eventful
and noteworthy of the nine which have
marked the history of the College.
When Dr. Woolsay agsumed the Pre-
sidency Yale was by no means the
College, almost University, that it is te-
day. There were thenbut thirty-seven
instructors, whereas now there are six-
ty-five. At that time hardly :It:f of the
ue:nhmmd sclmmr‘x: w%o n!f:"\»(rl ne con-
spicuous upon the list appeared.
rofessor I:i?ll_, Gilman, !mmfs New-
ton, Whitney,; Hoppin, Fisher and Bacon
were almost ungluard of. Professor
Porter, the new Presldent, was & young
and only moderately successful ¢ -
man; Professors Hadley and er
were tutors. The College then consisted
of the Theological, Law, Medical and
‘Academical lmu-tments. The Sheffiekd
Scientific Schoal, that young American
giant, was yet unborn. There were none
of the now numerous post-graduate
courses: the lectuyre system, now g0 pop-
ular, was untried; the scholarships were
{;gv and the funds very unsufficient; the
rary was a mese nothing as compared
with the 1.;r«en& magnificent collection
of ‘nearly 100,000 yolumes. All this in-
dicates the steady and great progress that

masterly guidanoe of Dr. Woolsey.
The retiring Prosident is in his seven-
tieth year. e entered Yale at the early
:Eu fifteen, and graduated in 1820 at
o head of hjl class,
After graduating ho studied law, thon
theology, then taught at Yale for two
, and in 1837 went to Europe, where
spent about four years in travel and
muudy at various English and
Universitles. . Retwrni w
America in 1831, he was chosen u.!l‘m-
fessor of Greek at Yale, and from that
time to this has bean steadily connected
with the College. -
In lttcllu he was ell:ectad to the Fresiden-
oy, made vacant the resignation of
10 Tate Rev. Jem’lrnh Day. i
He leaves his high office, conscious of
having proved worthy of ‘his trust. The
College thay count itself happy——it is no
disparagement to President Porter to sa
it—ir Llurlnr; a century's lapse Dr. Wool-
sov's egqual be found,

for a bride of forty-five; but it is mﬁ
g S
4 ‘matter

d:as
ontha&

. !;;:; arrest
be no scene,
, when an tnu;

e-shifter, . The maturs | 19,
siren knows so well ‘that fate and the
wifeé must hreak in between her and her
resigned from the
first to what is foredoomed, and so ac-

ts her portion, when it comes, with
d!gnity and in silence, When younger
adi
scen

l.ng thz'h about the &oﬂd tak-
reven, slander. -middle-
lw?ds out. a n'fondlr hand,
and takes the back seat gallantly, never
-showing by word'or 1ok that she has
felt her depesition.: She hecomes the
1 housebeld ; snd
if any one is joalous, ten o one itis the
Jhusband thatis jealous of her love for
his wife, or perhaps it iz the wife her
self, who cannot see' what her husband
can find to admire so much in Mrs. A.
uts at his extraordinary pre-
dilection for her, though of course she
ous—as, indeed,
she has no cause. For even a mature
tful she may be, is
wltﬁ
o
the French paint the love of a wuﬂn
forty '‘as pathetic, because elightly ri-
the theory of their social life so
supposed
‘a
in | the beautiful
in Epgland, either in theory or 3

than mere personal pmdﬁ_n; but the ease

1 they became
ghoulish seducers of the y and lmg‘ll:
up the hahit of love by ent:n“zﬁhg boyis
hearts youthful lives. As
orm a charming ele-
ment in society, and are of infinite nse

They are the ripe fruitin

else @ thi
‘green and immatmv—egelg

two dis-

possessing
as ' much‘ personal charms as youth,
which
as the young

gath-
ering of friends is perfect which has
not one or two mature sirens to give

exX0edses,
I'hey soften the ties of hi ¢
boys and girls, which else wmw
biting; and they set Emple at ease, and
umor with them-
selves, by the courtesy with which they
ligten the patience with

as rl-

has been mdde runder the patient and | b

Would you bay, ihigh. Woul
One of the brightest at the insti-
mnnnfwmwmpudmbﬂhdktldgh.
daughter of ane of

: great meeting
polis, on Saturday, in ; of the
right of I'assembly, and conder-

nation of the New York rioters,

“Mr. Post-ofice-man, T want to pay the

on this letter.” | .
ng after the age fixed for the llnc;ny! [:?;fé?h “Doubl ﬂlm;rcdﬂu:‘t
adlen to admiration, and thatthe matare |20 o married last week, *

“What return, a justice eri

wm’ﬁ%m‘:

3 4N L' indeed | you weril

3 : vlth!he,nul re.w n J'ngl%!lm g &0, ’onest man i
is that she i: not.,jenlou:n :Sor. emﬁﬁa
opiry thiat | £0t & fayor, efh 1,

A min died at St. Louls, recen
in his will, after iy gl o

to am ‘individual
who ten years before ran away.with his
wife. _ a7

g o ol onpin el
™ |
mmmmﬂ. t-l. 17 )il Ifl
The Bombay

Livingstone be in

his return

' Alittle‘gl&

31‘:) thea:ﬂnr ds

Hi e i feivig

A resident of Kalamazao g
- By J&ﬂ
mam“,um:dm "’ﬁm'
school and I attend ar
detroit, michigan and;am 36, Y18 Ayage.)
d::wzunm' artist having been asked to

cal ﬁﬁm’e of benevolence,
carefully sketched a bit of India rubber.
;;e'l‘his,’l’:;kl he,I“iuluhe true emblem of
nevolence. It gives than pany
other substauce.” . - ln)

A husband advertises a5 wp
Ha.rth;hasa%-ayql or be:%?leify}?hu—
‘ever returns Tier will get his head liroke.
wh - hu',llnyhndy cafn‘do so i
debts, it’s not likely I'll pay, her'n.’s 1,
A Connecticut papér tellz'this story’ o
a new boy in one of the Sumnds; -cdno:!

The precious was asked wi
iumfh ho . made

and re-
marked that he did not know, as ﬂsi’u:

fomre only moved into town the. gy

wil o s

A terrible =79 Afh-
O e mn young meén am-
ers is found in the fact ﬁm@
waid ) : oo |
itow York Herald, and in d short-thme
‘Tote another man’s name 80 : naturally
that he now 8 acell af the.
public house in Columbus. "~

Little Jo nny’s mother reached -for

for hooking the

the portion of his.

on, she was to

over it, and demanded the cause_

“Twas thinking how I had fooled

It was Carrie who hooked thejelly.
Bt wii, 44 L Sl

view of th;g tlcnl%ump '

R A

» ‘Ild :
nd?ﬁ’ﬁiﬁ}?c::w, e ~
man,” for dent and n%

t. &

“‘the friend of the brute,”
iden

mpr'mmmmhgmmn}tw
Alﬂumt l_nnd‘s:;md as dead the sun can’
m'ﬂ‘:a -looking skelotons go ptalking pule
The fat, ‘hot frying pans, send- hotter’
fanol

Twake from dreasss of yolir foe O Which' 146"
Lmbmnuh fe il - m“ﬂ 9
the apider. ] ", “.’ M 4 “!Hz
While 2 vendor of gréeng in Boktoh ) vas
endeavoring to dispose of 'his mek!ﬁ*
trade his poor old nag balked,; and refus='
ed to budge an inch.  The driver- finally. |
commenced the animal witha
stick, when an old thrust her head |
out of a wtndor‘rmd : “Have '
you no mercy ?” +Ne, ma*am,” . !
the peddler; “nod:h?bm M.'-‘ﬁ,.l.‘m- .

The W, n,doctors are guarrels '
ing over the Urango  cAncer-core.
'Fhsolrﬂvﬂof a fresh supply from "]
ador will not improba b‘ly'mgult‘ split-

up the medical societies )
ot of Columbis.

tle squel

or
Even should the sew =

Mr. Thomas Francis of Albany is dis-
couraged. His first wife killed yhersui:‘
thirty-four years ago; nine , After,
his second spouse ran away froo him -
and died of consumption in ofs s six”
T8 s K, e s
on wis .
and he, having been convicted of the
murder, was sent to for life but
ned ou:.‘ l}l‘; another decade the
partner bosom mysterfously
mpmmd. and very recen!!g- the slnﬁh
e idol of his soul sought peace anqd
;b;l;:wn by hanging herself to a bed- "
Reoontly in London, the marriage nu
tials of the known in u{:
world was ecbrated. The -
tracting parties are not known fo fame.
The happy El;:om was Captain Martin
Van Buren Bates, the Kenfucky giant,
and the blushing bride Miss Anna Han-
nen Swann, the Nova Scotia rlnu:ens.
Their collective height was ¥ sven-
teen feet; and allg_nugh offiolating
cle:;gmm wag of unusual stature, .
‘“medsuring three inches over, six feet,"
}le seunl;&dqul’g like uht:“wtgﬂ‘?m-ma :
appy pair. at called
mn’i-g in high l.ilmhl.s Ao “
The Iawyers of Hartford, Comn., are
vory much- puzzled over a cuse which
has just arisen there. A wman recently
died and left a widow, childless, but ex-!
pecting tl:. me a m}i‘ﬁ ’
nbouﬂa;:‘g::n bea h\y,w westhirda o '
thw should go to him, and one-
::mu% u: hould bam:; "’.“‘%.:."“
s it shom a » only ongp-
hird of the estate was togigo to bier, and *
two-thinds to the mother, The w
has, however, bescome the mother of °
twins—a boy and girl—and It will e
quire a wise man 1o deckie how the props '
erty shall be devided. el

T
The woman with a snake In her v
ach has been caughtatlast. Her MW
is Anna Brown, her residence Ohich D,
Fi under whose  watchful 't
Annie has been. for some time,  has -&»
covered the T oor ‘“‘what i= I, ¢
that would . from her mouth
while she was in convulsions. The doo~
tor was watching her the other day while
she was having one of her *spel “

notl in

seized her by the

from swallowing it, and

the “reptile,” which proved b
bex zm nor less Mvam I
black Indda rubber, that she had ae-"
customed to slip down her throat, and

then with her convulsive movements,
ralse up and let down again.




